

The Hiflory of 

O, the Diuell take fuchcoozeners, God fbrgiue me, 
Good vrkie tell your tale,Ihaue done* ' 

Wor. Nay, ifyou haue nor, to it againe, 

We will itay your leilure. 

H <t« l b?ue done yfayth. 

Wor, 1 hen o: te more to vour Scottilh Prilbners. 
Deliumhem vp without their ranfome ftraightj 
And make the Dowglao ionne your onely meane 
For powers in Scotland, which for diners reafons 
Which ! fliali fend you written, bee allur'd. 

Will rafiiy be granted you, my Lord. 

Your fbnne in Scotland being thus imployed 
Shall fccretly into the bofomecreepe 
Of that lame noble Prelate, wcl-bclou’d. 

The Arehbifhop, 

Hot. Of Torke , i* it not? 

Wor. True, who beares hard 
Hi s brothers death at Rrifiow the Lord Serope « 

I fpeake not this in eftimation. 

As what I thinkc might bee, but what 1 know 
Is ruminated, plotted and fee downc. 

And onely ftaies but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that lhall bring it ©n. 

Hot. I fmellitjvpon ray lifeit will doe Well. 

Nor. Before the game's afoore, thou ftifl let’ll flip. 
H°u W hy,it cannot choofe but be a noble plot. 
And then the powerof Scotland,^ of Torkg, 

To ioy ne with Mortimer, ha. 

And fo they lhall. ' 

Hot, Infayth it is- exceedingly wellaimde. 

Wor, And ’tis.no little reafon bids vslpetd^ 

To faueoui heads,byrayfingof a heads 
For,beare oucfehics as cuen as wee can. 

The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt* 

And thinkc wee thinkc our felucs vnfatisfud, 

Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. 

And fee already ,how he doth begin 
To make \rs ftrat,gers 50 his lookesof loue. 
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Henry the Fourth* 

Htf. Hee docsshec doesjweelc bee reueng’d on him. 

Wor. Coufiti , farewell. No furthergoeinthis, 

ThenI by Letters lhall dired your courle 
When time is ripe,which will bee fuddenlyt 
He ftealc to Glendorver, andloe, Morttmer , 

..Wh^.reyou and©^/*', and our powers at once. 

As I will fafhion i t ,lhall happily meet, / 

Tobearepar fbrttttiesiaoarowne Ibfongarmes,* 

Which now wee hold at much vneertainty. 

Nor. Fare well, good brother r we (hall thriue,! trult. 
Hff.Vnkle , adue : O let the houres bee fliortf , 
TiU‘Fields,& Blowes,andJroues, applaud our {port. Exeunt. 

Enter 4 Carrier with a Lantern* in hishdnd . - ' 

I Car. Heigh ho,an it be not foure by the day, lie be hahgd, 
Charles-waiuo is ouer the new Chimney, and yet our hoirfc not 
packt. W hat O filer ? 

Ofi. Anon, anon. £ 

x.CV.I prethee Tom, beat Cuts Saddle put a few Flocks in 
thepoint, poore lade is wrung in the Withers out ©fslljccfle. 

Enter another Carrier. * 

a Car , Peafe and Beanes arc as danke hecre as a dog, and that 
is the next way to gine poore lades the Borsithis houle is tur« 
ned vpfidedownelince Oilier died. 

1 . Car, poore fellow neuer ioyedfince the price of Oates 
rofe, it was the death of him. 

a. Car. I thinke this to bee the moft villa nous houle in all 
London road for Fleas, I am flung like a Teach. 

1 . Car . Like a Tench ? by the Mafic there is ae’re a King 
chrifteti could be better bit, then I haue bin finee the firft cock. 

z.Car. Why, you will allow vs ne’rea lordaine, and then we 
leakc in your Chimney , and your Chamber-lie hreedes Fleas 
like a Loach. 

i .Cdr.What O filer, ccme away, and be hangdycomeaway. 
a.Or.I haue a Gammon of Bacon, and two rafts of Ginger, 
to bedeliueredasfarre a sCbaring-croJfe, 

t.Car . Gods body, the Turkifes in my panier are quite ftar- 
uecUwhat O filer ? a plagaeoBthte,haftthouneueraneycin 
thy head ? canft not heare , and ’twere not as good a deed as 

C 2 drinke? 



